Our wedding 


Author: Dar Quiel] 
Bands: Children of Bodom 
Characters: Alexi Laiho, Janne Wirman 


Relationships: Alexi Laiho/Janne Wirman 


Rating: Non-Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Dec 25 2022 00:00:00 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 

| know that this isn't what the wish-maker has had in mind when giving that prompt. And | know that | would 
be less inclined to write this, under normal conditions, but.. My "muses" said otherwise. And that's the result. 
Disqustingly cheesy and awfully devastating. To be honest, | particularly enjoyed writing this, despite the 
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Free Bird" (yeah, just to make things more depressive). May | wish the possible reader to enjoy this? Merry 
Ficmas! 


"She's pregnant." 


One phrase. A foreboding message. Janne needn't tell him more. It didn't matter that he was holding him in his 
arms, their naked bodies attached to each other, limbs twined in an unbreakable knot. It didn't even matter 


that moments earlier they had shared their bodies, in utter submission and desperate need. Like always. 


Addictive intimacy that left a bittersweet taste afterwards. 


Alexi felt his muscles tense automatically at Janne's words. Insidious awkwardness gradually consumed them, a 
loud pause that needed to be filled with sound, with noise, with something. He couldn't decide whether it was 
his duty to break the silence, to re-establish contact. What was he expected to say, though? 


Janne caught up on him before he could even react. 
"We're getting married" 


Didn't make things easier. Quite the contrary. His words were a stab in his heart. They conveyed a sense of 
finality. Hopelessness. Resignation. 


"Uhmmm... How.. How did that.. happen?" Alexi tried to sound composed, even though he was well aware of the 


absurdity of his question 
"How? You mean the process? Because you know how this can happen.. | mean, biologically speaking... 


Alexi was numbed. He stiffened his back and tried to relocate his hips over his lover's, in an attempt to feel 
him beneath him. He needed to check that he was still there, with him, and hadn't suddenly dematerialized into 
this emotionless, condemning voice. He felt the familiar shape of Janne's genitals caress his own, warm, 
appealing, geometrically clicking together in place! Janne's hand tightened around his shoulders, keeping him 
firmly in place. It was kind of relieving, yet not. 


"I thought you... Uh.. | thought you took.. measures.. precaution." he chastised Janne without really intending to 
do so. Instantly he regretted his tone, but it was too late, and the other man was already set in a defensive 
mode. 

"Do you? Do you use condoms when you-" 

"-It+g not the same!" 

"Excuse me?" 

"We.. We don't.. you know.. even.. try...” 


"Oh" 


"We can't. We.. Its not like.. My health and.. you know.." Alexi mumbled, embarrassed. How lame he made 
himself appear; almost incapable. "| don't even want to, you know.. | want-" he tried to explain but his voice 
faltered. He swallowed hard and rubbed a circular pattern with his index on Janne's bare chest to keep his 


concentration before resuming his phrase 


-all | want is you.." He tried to stifle the last word, only to choke 


again on the same imaginary lump in his throat. Janne smirked. 


"Yeah, | know.. But.." He became serious again. "We have to stop, Allu.. This is all too new and strange for me.." 


"Didn't you go for it?" he retorted. 
"No, it was an abstract possibility, but... 


"Well, apparently not so abstract, as it seems. You wanted this to happen, admit it!" Alexi pressed. Better to 
feel angry than depressed. If he weren't so pathetically in love with Janne, he would have already fled the 


scene! 


"| didn't plan it! But | wouldn't exclude the prospect, otherwise what would be the point in.. you know... being 
together with a woman Such things follow naturally.” 


"For you. | never replaced you.. Although, I've been officially together with two other women during this time." 


"That's your choice. | didn't ask you not to - you know. We can't be together, you know how people talk. | 
wouldn't mind if you.." Janne left his sentence unfinished. It was clear what he wanted to say, although Alexi's 
imagination offered him a wider, darker range of alternatives. / wouldnt mind if you were gone? If you ded..? If 


you got the hell outta my life..? 


Alexi felt bitterness at Janne's stern logic; another stab in his wounded heart, to remind him of how futile 
everything was. Sometimes he wondered if Janne had ever really loved him, or had he just been making himself 
comfortable during the long tours, enjoying an outlet for his sex drives, using him as a substitute, to fuck and 
have a good time, until he got himself a proper girlfriend, a wife, and a real family. Alexi couldn't fit in that 
scenario, he wasn't allowed to - he was temporary, right? They weren't even officially together... It had always 
been a joke for everybody, maybe even for Janne himself! All the alleged significance of their bond was solely 
a part of his imagination, exaggerated, to make him feel important and not alone. Or deviant. 


But.. Making love had always been so deep and heartfelt.. So intimate and soul-stripping. It couldn't have been 
just a joke, a twenty-year-long prank! The intensity of their feelings had never dissipated neither the 
familiarity, the connection, nor the lust. Even now, stealing that precious moment together, cuddling on their 
favorite chaise-long on Janne's private porch at the cabin by the lake, he could swear that there was honesty 
in what they shared. Mutual love brought them together once again It was emotional, it was intense. It couldn't 
be the figment of his dysfunctional brain. Wishful thinking. It was fate. He pressed his groin harder against 


Janne, to feel his bulge grow again against his cooling skin. 


"l. you know... | wouldn't mind coming out.. Telling everyone about you.. Us." Alexi said tentatively, avoiding 


looking into his lover's eyes for fear of what he might discover. 
"Are you serious?" Yeah, this was what he was afraid of. Rejection, again 
"See? It's always been your problem, dude - not mine!" 


"We can't just go out and tell people such a thing!" 


"Why? | mean, the world has moved forward! We're not living in the Dark Ages, Janne!" 


"True, but still.. | dread thinking about the consequences." Janne said, terrified - he even shuddered, 


indicatively - but clenched his arms around Alexi firmer, worried that the shorter man would launch up and 
go. 


"You don't love me", Alexi concluded sourly and buried his face in the broad, hairy chest in front of him. 
"Hey, that's not true!" Janne protested, but Alexi didn't respond. "You hear me? It's not true!" 


Alexi felt Janne's hands shake him by the shoulders and his strong grip, pull him out of his hairy refuge, and 
he cringed. Janne made him look at him, piercing him with fiery, glistening eyes. Its not that he doubted his 
word - twenty years are way too long to joke about. He just didn't feel like trusting him right now. He felt 
betrayed and rejected because a pregnancy is something beyond a cover-up girlfriend. A child is not an 
obstacle you can simply evade, dump, or ignore, like a random girlfriend, a pestering fan, or a temporary 
colleague. A child would stand forever between them, tearing them apart, reminding them of what they could 
never be. And change them forever, unpredictably. 


"You think | don't love you?" Janne's voice echoed broken, pained. Still, Alexi couldn't muster his pride and admit 


that he believed him. "Damn, Allu.. You've always been so fucking stubborn..." 

"I thought she wasn't important to you! That you did it, just like | did it, for appearances’ sake. But now you 
want to get serious with her, all because of-" - because of what, Alexi? Because of a child, say it and see the 
absurdity of your claims - "-you wouldn't come out and be there for me if something like that happened to me 
- not a pregnancy, ok, I'm not stupid, but let's say something equally serious... if | was dying in a hospital, you 
know, or if | needed you there, with me, and save us some stress..." 

Janne was gaping at him abhorred. 

"You're not being serious.. Haven't | been there for you all these years?" 

"Yeah, but always in secret.. Always as my best friend.. But I.. | needed more.. l." 

"You're wrong, Alexi!" Janne said, with resignation. There was no use in repeating themselves again. 
"But | love you." Alexi blurted triumphantly, only to make Janne feel worse. Well congratulation, Alexi! 


"| love you, Allu! Its just.. All this is..." 


"Unfair?" 


They remained silent, clinging to each other as if there was no tomorrow. Alexi struggled to stifle his sobs. 
The sudden, violent trembling of his shoulders gave him away, but Janne didn't make a point of it. He snuggled 
deeper in the keyboardist's familiar embrace, all his senses flooding with warmth and affection at the mere 


touch. He turned his head slightly to the side and stared obstinately into the horizon of the lake, at the still 
water, the wooden pier. All he could think about was that precious, hypothetical day... 


„That unique day he had secretly longed for and plotted in his mind, like a romantic fool; the day when he could 
bind his life forever with Janne, his soulmate. The day they would cast off all prejudice and shame and take on 


a common path, together, without any fear, or remorse. 


He had cringed at the corniness of the fantasy, too cheesy for his ..metal standards. He was too shy to admit 
that he actually relished every schemed detail. However, when he was alone, he could always live it up to the 


very end and melt and writhe with affection. 


He always pictured them both, dressed in white, wearing those hippie suits, like members of a 10's ‘Free-love' 
rock band. He always thought that Janne would fit perfectly in that era, maybe it was his goofy, cheerful 
smile, or the way his smooth long hair poured down on his T-shirt - full and sleek and shiny. Or maybe it was 
just his lanky, long figure that seemed hot in a low-waist, bell-bottom pair of jeans. They would walk hand in 
hand down that pier.. They would be young and happy, and nothing would forewarn them of the poison that 


would infect their souls, later on.. 


He would look for Janne's smiley, brown eyes that were always ogling him with profuse love and admiration - 
the eyes that had always been his sanity beacon through high and low. Eyes darkened with love and lust in 
equal doses, devouring him, stripping him off without needing to remove any piece of clothing. Alexi would 
willingly yield up his body and soul for those eyes' sake, in front of everyone; their parents, their friends, their 
siblings. "Mom, dad, thats me! Thats who | am! And finally, Im free! | love hm.. Henkka, Jaska - you've always 
known the truth.. Anna, please, don't tease me, | know its lame and not metal at all, but.. Im as free as a bird 


now and this bird you cannot change... *" 


It would be just a simple ceremony among their people, to celebrate the liberating moment when the truth 
becomes official.. Their hands clasped together forever, their lips locked in a kiss of commitment. Relief. Janne's 
sweet taste on his lips, in his mouth. Hands trembling with anticipation as their fingers intertwined. The smile, 
splitting his face in two in sheer enthusiasm. Barely withholding a cheerful scream. If only he had sought that 


in time... If only... 
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Janne was also silent, staring at the same glum horizon, above Alexi's head. Alexi couldn't witness the pain in 
his eyes, the moisture blurring his vision, the grimace of bitterness. And regret. His head was burdened with 
untulfilled wishes, broken dreams, and fears he hadn't overcome through time.. And now it was too late. He 
loved Alexi, he honestly did, so it hurt to be accused of the opposite. Yet, he had never been strong enough to 
defend his feelings.. Society and social environment had always come first, even subconsciously, like an 


omnipresent, dooming threat. Maybe that's how he was raised, growing up to meet the anticipated, safe 


standards, create a family, get children.. Nothing diverging from the norm. He thought about his family and the 
shame and bitterness he would bring them and his heart ached. And then the pain his ambiguous behavior had 
caused Alexi, made his heart ache again. So much wasted love only to be sharing the utter moment of 


completion with someone else, socially approved, normal, a safe choice. 


Yet he could always seek the refuge of that sole, lame but sweet fantasy he had. An unspoken desire, a 
secret resort.. He didn't even dare to share it with Alexi; he was too scared and ashamed to admit it because 


it clashed with his stance. 


He closed his eyes dreaming of his beautiful blond angel dressed in white, walking down the wooden pier of the 
lake, to meet him, to tie his life with him, under a mutual oath. That's how he'd always envisioned Alexi; like an 
angel with white wings and blond, soft hair. He craved to bury his face in its silky nest and breathe in his 
fruity shampoo. He would be waiting for him eagerly with a bevy of white roses in hand. A bottle of Jameson 
would be available to them for later - a reminder of Alexi's not-so-angelic nature. But he adored that side of 
the blond, too. It didn't matter that the picture was cheesy as hell - he secretly savored being disgustingly 


romantic every once in a while. 


Alexi would be standing before him, his gorgeous eyes gazing at him, relaxed and finally happy, not the grey, 
gloomy Finnish lakes they had always been, but two translucent, Maldivian pools. "You made it, at last!" - he 
would barely withhold his exuberance. "Now what do we say, Janne?" he would ask and blush before their 

audience - sweet pink color tinting his porcelain face. "No, no, dont be shy, my love.." His hand would cup the 


smooth skin of Alexi's cheeks, so perfect, he would melt down and cry, in front of everyone! 


Henkka and Jaska would be standing by them, at that significant moment, best men, best friends, pillars of 
their brotherhood... '/ know / shouldnt want this, but damn, | can't help it, Allu. I took me ages to accept that | 
love you. Ive always loved you and cant stand losing you.." 


They would be throwing a big party by the lake afterwards, just friends, heavy metal, and booze.. And later, 
he would try to be gentle with his precious one.. He imagined taking him to a private cove, full-blown romance, 
and shit, and making love to him under the stars, on the silver lakeshore.. Just the two of them, alive and 
eager for that moment of fulfillment. All that mattered to him would be the blond angel in his arms, even if 
he would have to put up with his obnoxious sense of humor at the most crucial moment - "Just do if, dude.. 
You know.. Im not a virgin anymore.." He almost heard Alexi's voice uttering those exact words, making fun of 
his romantic approach. But it would be ok He even loved him for that, too. 
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A shiver ran through their bodies simultaneously, like thunder, shaking them out of their respective fantasies. 
Unbeknown to them, they had just been on the same fictitious sliver of paradise, failing to meet, though. No 
one dared to disclose their dream as if putting it into words would shatter their ultimate resort. And they 
needed that resort desperately. 


They stared long at each other, despondent, regretful, defeated before Janne finally spoke: 


"Its getting late, Allu. We have to go." 


The end 
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